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dipped in blood, and her smooth black hair is
perfectly dressed* She is married, but her husband
is away from the station, and with her is the latest
young man, who is flattered and fascinated by her
attention, for she is undoubtedly one of the more
outstanding women in the room.
Any day of the week this couple can be seen
dining, dancing, or driving a car together. When
the husband returns, the young man will be quietly
dropped* I happen to know that there is nothing
particularly wrong in this case, and that the woman
is just lonely and misses male attention* But see
what follows*
My hostess catches my glances at the table in
question and she smiles* The woman of title also
notices our interest, and she leans down the table*
"Disgusting, I call it/* she says in a fierce
whisper* "If I were her husband Td horse-whip
her*"
Our hostess nods, but the naval officer seems
embarrassed, whilst the niece flushes and looks
down at her plate* There is a pause, and then the
hostess says to the table in general, for she evidently
has pangs of conscience:
"The trouble with us here in Malta is, we spend
too much of our time noting other people's actions,
and in the rush to hide our own faults air those we
suspect in others. Take that woman over there,